Upon the Muses' anvil; turn the same,

And himself with it, that he thinks to frame;

Or for the laurel he may gain a scorn;

For a good poet's made, as well as born.

And such wert thou! Look how the father's face

Lives in his issue, even so the race

Of Shakespeare's mind and manners brightly shines

In his well turned and true filed lines :

In each of which he seems to shake a lance,

As brandisht at the eyes of ignorance.

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight it were

To see thee in our waters yet appear,

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames,

That so did take Eliza, and our James!

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere

Advanced, and made a constellation there!

Shine forth, thou Star of Poets, and with rage,

Or influence, chide or cheer the drooping stage,

Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned

like night,
And despairs day but for thy volume's light.

BEN JONSON

What needs my Shakespear for his honour'd Bones,
The labour of an age in piled Stones,
Or that his hallow'd reliques should be hid
Under a star-ypointing Pyramid ?
Dear son of memory, great heir of Fame,
What need'st thou such weak witnes of thy name ?
Thou in our wonder and astonishment
Hast built thy self a live-long Monument.
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